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Summary: We all know how The Tragedy of Macbeth ends: Macduff, the only man destined to stop Macbeth, strikes him down and ends his tyranny against Scotland. But what would happen if Macbeth didn't die? (Macbeth spoilers / written in story format / short one-shot / written for an English IV project on The Tragedy of Macbeth / rated T for character death)





	The Tragedy of Macbeth - Alternate Ending

"Why should I commit suicide like one of the ancient Romans?" Macbeth growled to himself as he paced back and forth in the cold dark room, his sharp sword encrusted with the rusty crimson glimmer of blood gripped tightly in his hand. "As long as I see enemies of mine alive, I would rather see my sword wound them than me."

"Turn around, you dog from hell, turn around!"

Macbeth whipped around to the shout of Macduff, the noblemen whom husbanded and fathered the family he ordered to have slain in retaliation for him fleeing to England. The king of Scotland tightened his jaw and narrowed his eyes in a mix of fury and fear as he gripped tighter on the handle of his blade, his knuckles turning white.

"You are the only man I have avoided," he spoke lowly, beginning to slowly pace. "But go away now. I'm already guilty of killing your whole family."

"I have nothing to say to you," Macduff barked back as he rose his sword, which glistened in the dulled silver moonlight streaming from the little windows of the corridor. "My sword will talk for me. You are too evil for words!"

Without another word, Macduff pounced forward and broke into a sprint towards his enemy, who rose and tilted his bloodied sword in defense. The loud, sharp tang of iron clanking against each other bounced off the walls, and an ear-splitting screech followed soon after as the two men rose their weapons and proceeded to duel.

After what felt like a lifetime of fencing, the king and noblemen drew back to catch their breath and wipe the multiple beads of sweat forming on their foreheads away. They glared at each other menacingly; if looks could kill, they both would be dead right on the spot.

"You're wasting your time trying to wound me," Macbeth finally huffed as he stood up straight. "You might as well try to stab the air with your sword. Go fight someone who can be harmed. I lead a charmed life, which can't be ended by anyone born from a woman."

What was this fool blabbing on about? How on earth did he get the idea in his head that someone who was woman-born couldn't harm him? Thankfully for him, Macduff was not woman-born – or at least not naturally. He grinded his teeth as he retorted strongly, "You can forget about your charm. The evil spirit you serve can tell you that I was not born. They cut me out of my mother's womb before she could bear me naturally." Yes, this was a surefire way to frighten away this traitorous murderer's courage and distract him long enough for him to land the final blow!

To Macduff's dismay, however, Macbeth only chuckled lowly and smirked. "But alas, you are still born from a woman. Whether it was natural or not, it matters not. You have just proved to me that no man shall ever harm Macbeth, as no man is not born from a woman. You are destined to fall just as the others who tried to oppose me have!"

Macduff let out a war cry and lunged himself at his opponent again, trying to catch him off guard. His attempt to weaken him completely backfired; it just made him all the more confident and tempted to fight! Mentally cursing himself for not taking this into account, the noblemen swung his blade down at Macbeth, who expertly blocked the attack.

Macbeth lashed his arm out to fling Macduff's blade away from his body, and as he did so he swung his head down and braced himself to slam foreheads against Macduff's. The man let out a sharp cry and stumbled back, fazed, and the king used this opportunity quickly. He reared his arms back, gripping his sword as tightly as possible, and pierced the metal through his opponent's chest, slicing easily through his flesh and ribs like butter.

Macduff's eyes and mouth widened in utter shock, and as Macbeth retreated his blade and a burst of blood spurt from the fatal wound the man began to cough and hack up blood. The scarlet liquid filled up in his lungs quickly, and minutes passed before he collapsed to the ground. He did not get back up.

Macbeth let out a shaky sigh as he dropped his weapon to the ground. He was able to stop the one man whom the witches prophesized would stop him. His role as king shall live on.

Evil has won.


End file.
